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La Clandestine 


Author's Notes: 

This is a bit of an odd crack fic, though it has its moment of attempted seriousness, and l'm not even sure if 

it really qualifies for the super powers challenge (so if it doesn't according to RF standards, someone please tell 
me and | will remove the tag words in the description and just leave it as another CoB story on here) but this 


is my funny interpretation of the theme, which is mainly about super powers’ side effects.. 
And yes, OMG, you read it right, it says "het" as the genre.. 


In case you wonder, the title is the name of a cocktail: 


https://enwikipediaorg/wiki/Death_in_the_Afternoon_(cocktail) 


Alexi stumbled into the band's tour bus, amazed at the fact that he had actually made it to the right bus at 
his first attempt. He was definitely shit-faced but not enough to ignore the strange halo of light inside the 
narrow corridor of their touring vehicle. The main light was off since the other band members were already 


sleeping but there was still an unusual greenish pale light glowing as he walked in. The guitarist wasn't sure 


where it was coming from. Frankly speaking, at this hour and in his state of drunkenness, he didn't really care. 
It was just one of those odd things that crossed his mind as he noticed it but got forgotten almost as fast. He 
had more urgent matters to attend to and needed all his available attention to try not to fall. He needed to 
sleep and pee, and maybe throw up too, preferably not in that order though. 


The guitarist walked precariously towards the back of the bus after stopping in the bathroom. He was planning 
to sit back on the padded bench for a while and undress there before crawling in his bunk and trying to sleep 
till tomorrow afternoon. As he arrived in the lounge and passed by a mirror that was at his eye level, Alexi 
glanced at his reflection He shrugged and continued, dismissing what he just saw and blaming the alcohol for 
whatever strange hallucinations he was experiencing. Just in case, though, he stopped and turned around, taking 
a few unsteady steps backwards till he was in front of the mirror again. He blinked a few times and then took 
a long good look at his reflection and somehow concluded that his brightly glowing skin couldn't just be the 
result of his nightly alcohol consumption He looked at his hands and arms, they were glowing as well. His mouth 
opened but no sound came out of it, at least not immediately. A few seconds later, an anguished scream finally 


escaped. 

"Holy fucking shit!" 

Silence ensued, followed by some mumbling and rummaging from one of the bunks. 
"Keep it down, Lexi. You gonna wake up everyone," Janne growled. 

"Too late," another voice announced. 

It was Alexander. 


Alexi didn't hear his bandmates. He was too busy trying to understand who or what was staring back at him, 
and this was a pretty arduous task considering how plastered he actually was. 


"Janne! Shit! | mean.. Jaaaannell! You.. have to.. You have to come herel" Alexi continued. 


Alexi sounded panicked and even if Janne only wanted one thing and that was to turn around and fall back 
asleep, he knew that leaving a drunk Alexi alone with a momentary anxiety crisis - or whatever this was - 
was never a good idea. Also, there was some kind of strange tacit agreement within the band that had made 
Janne the permanently designated volunteer to take care of their virtuoso guitarist because, let's face it, Alexi 


couldn't really take care of himself, in general, and especially not when he was drunk. 


The keyboardist sighed and cursed before reluctantly climbing out of his warm bunk to go to the back lounge 
and check what was going on this time with Alexi. 


Janne didn't need to walk all the way to the lounge to see why Alexi had shrieked the way he did a minute ago. 
Janne himself stopped dead in his tracks at the sight of his bandmate. He even took a couple of steps back 
when his still sleepy brain registered that what he had in front of him was unfortunately not the product of a 


lingering dream. 

"Motherfucker... Alexi.. What..2??" 

Janne slammed his hand over his mouth to muffled the rest of his exclamation 
"You see it tool? Its not me being.. too drunk?" 

"Shit, I'm drunk too but you.. You...” 

Alexi walked up to Janne, who backed out a few more steps. 

"What the fuck is this?," the guitarist asked. 

All of a sudden, Alexi seemed to have almost fully sobered up. 

"l. | don't know.. When..? What..2" 

"Fuck! Do you see what | see? What is this!?," Alexi yelled again. 


"For god's sakel," Henkka let out while getting out of his bunk as well to see what was going on with their 
guitarist. "Alexi, can you not freak out at a lower volu." 


The bassist's rhetoric question hung unfinished in the air when he saw Alexi. 

A surreal greenish glow-in-the-dark Alexi. 

"What..? What the hell?," Henkka asked. 

Ten minutes later, Henkka had dragged Alexander and Jaska out of their bunks and gathered everyone in the 
back lounge because these kinds of situations could only be handled with additional moral support from the 


whole band. 


"Why do we have to share your nightmare?," Jaska asked, barely awake and convinced that this was not 


happening and it was just a very bad dream. 

"I wish this was a nightmare," Henkka said. 

"What the fuck did you take?," Alexander asked. 

| didn't take anything! | don't do drugs, you know that," Alexi replied on a defensive tone. 


"Yes, | know but you don't end up like this naturally either. Is this a joke? Did you just rub some paint on 


you?," the other guitarist questioned. 


"Are you listening to yourselfl? We're in the middle of nowhere in Germany at a festival in the middle of the 
night! Where would | fucking get body paint!?," Alexi exploded. 


"He's got a point," Janne said to Alexander while pushing Alexi back on the bench to make him sit. 
"Calm down, Alexi. What exactly happened?," Henkka inquired 

"| don't fucking know." 

"Come on." 

"Nothing!" 

"What the fuck, nothing!?, Alexander raised his voice. "You're glowing in the dark!" 

"| can see that, shut the fuck up," Alexi replied 

"Hey, you shut up!" 

"Everyone shuts upl," Henkka yelled *Now.. Seriously, Alexi.. What the hell did you do this time?" 


‘Nothing. | stayed behind after you guys left an hour ago. | finished drinking with the other guys who played 
tonight. Then there was this girl." 


"Oh, shit..." Janne sighed. 

Alexi glared at him. 

"What girl?," Henkka asked. 

"Just a girl.. Pretty. Actually she was hot, like.. Really hot. She had long bleached blond hair with blue and green 
streaks in it and she wore a mini green dress, and she looked hot in it, and she was drinking by herself at the 
bar so.. You know, | just wanted to be nice and keep her company.” 

Jaska rolled his eyes and looked at Janne. 

“There's always a girl.," the drummer mused out loud, a little more awake now. 


"And she's always hoz," Janne joked back at Jaska. 


"So, a pretty girl? And then what?," the bassist continued, trying to keep Alexi focused on his storytelling. 


"We started talking. She had a nice accent. She was French, she said. She had a flask with her and she drank 
from it. | asked what she was drinking and she poured some of it into my empty glass. It was milky green- 
yellow and it smelled weird but she drank from her flask so | drank what she served me too." 

"Really? You fucking drank it? You drank something you don't know and that smells weird and that you got 
from a girl you don't know and that you met at 4.00 am in a deserted festival after-party?," Alexander 


recapped. 


"She said what it was but | don't remember the name of the drink, it was hard to get with her French accent, 


or maybe she said it in French. It's a bit blurry.” 
"Where we you when he needed you for translation?," Janne told Henkka with a smirk. 


"Maybe it's just an allergic reaction," Jaska said as he yawned, hoping this crisis meeting would soon end so he 
could go back to his bunk and sleep some more. 


"Alexi allergic to alcohol? You must be kidding," Janne chuckled. 
"So you drank whatever she gave you and..? You started to glow?" 


"No... | don't think so. She said she wanted to leave so | followed her. You know, | mean.. | didn't mean to do 


anything really bad, | just.. Shit, she was so hot. | thought we could just make out a bit then I'd go to bed." 
"With her," Alexander added. 

"No, I'm married" 

"Oh, yeah.. Now you remember?," the other guitarist snickered. 


"Lets focus on the current problem," Henkka interjected. "Alexi glows in the dark; that's the issue. Let's leave 


his womanizing ways and marital problems aside for another late night talk, ok?" 
| don't have marital problems," Alexi snapped. 

"Famous last words," Janne teased him. 

Alexi flipped him off as a response. 


"So you drank that stuff and followed the girl and when did this glowing thing happen then?," Henkka asked, still 
trying to put the pieces of info together and hopefully make sense of the situation 


"No fucking clue! She walked too fast and | lost her. It's like she disappeared. | couldn't find her once we were 


outside of the tent where the bar was so | walked back here to the bus. | don't know when it started. | just 


know | passed by the mirror there and | saw myself and." 

"And you're glowing everywhere?," Jaska asked. 

"What do you mean?" 

"| mean. Your whole body? Take your shirt off, let's see how that looks” 


Alexi reluctantly took his t-shirt off, revealing a slender torso and tattooed upper arms that were as 


luminescent as his face or hands. 

"Wow... Cool," Jaska acknowledged. 

“There's nothing cool about this!," the guitarist hissed before putting his t-shirt back on. 
"Anyway.. Do you feel strange? Does it hurt?," Henkka inquired. 

"No, I'm fine. Well, l'm a bit sick but | guess it's the alcohol mix." 

"We're playing tomorrow night. What are we going to do?," Alexander asked Henkka. 


"Actually we play at 5 o'clock. It won't be dark yet," the bassist said. "If you glow in the dark, you probably 
won't glow in the daylight. Hopefully. That could solve the issue for the concert." 


A little while later, Jaska had gone back to bed. Henkka, Alexander and Janne were still up talking with Alexi and 
trying to calm him down and reassure him that everything would be fine, even if they had no idea why and 
how and were not even that convinced that it would turn out fine, but they didn't want to alarm their lead 


guitarist too much. 

"Is probably gonna go away when the alcohol effect disappears, right?," Janne said while looking at Henkka. 
"Yes.. Possibly. Maybe, would be normal." the bassist replied unconvincingly. "She was French, you said?" 
"That's what she said. She had an accent. She was not from here." 

Henkka started to think and try to make sense of the whole situation with the few clues he had. She was 
French and she had made him drink something Alexi didn't know - and he knew quite a lot about alcohol - that 
was green or yellow. She was wearing a green dress and she disappeared when Alexi tried to follow her. 


Usually, girls wouldn't run away from Alexi, even when he was stupidly drunk off his ass. 


"It could sound crazy but at this point.. You know, maybe it was the green fairy," the bassist said with his 
most serious face to the others who were slouched on the couch. 


Alexi, Alexander and Janne lifted their heads at the same time to look at Henkka. Janne was wondering if 
whatever it was that had contaminated Alexi and made him glow was currently spreading to Henkka and make 
him delirious. 

"The what?," Janne asked. 

"The green fairy. It's the nickname for absinthe, the drink. Maybe that's what she made you drink" 

"Are you high?" 

"He is luminescent. That must come from something. As weird as it sounds.. Why couldn't it be a fairy?" 
"Your explanation for my problem is a fairy?," Alexi asked. "Fucking seriously? A fairy!?" 


"You have a better explanation?" 


"No, but being cursed by Tinker Bell doesn't strike me as a good explanation," Alexi retorted. "Fucking shit... | 
need to sleep," Alexi said with a bit of a shaky voice. 


He got up and gave a desperate look at Janne who in turn gave him a pat on the back and looked at him walk 


to the bunk area. 
"This is insane," he said to Henkka and Alexander when Alexi was gone. 


"| know. Let's go to bed as well. There is nothing we can do now. We'll see tomorrow." 


Grande Absente 


The following day, fortunately and as expected, Alexi looked "normal" under the daylight. He threw up after 
waking up and he had a massive hangover but this wasn't anything unusual or that he couldn't cure with a 
few slices of dry toasts for breakfast and half a bottle of whisky for lunch followed by a long nap. By 415 pm, 
he was ready to go and play. 

After the band's late afternoon performance on the main stage of the festival, Alexi was immediately escorted 
back to their tour bus by Janne and Henkka, in order to ensure that he was not in public when it would start 


to get dark outside, in case the side effects of the previous night were still apparent. 


The bus lounge room had curtains so they decided to put Alexi in there and drew all the curtains. They turned 
off all the lights and sure enough, the guitarist was still glowing. 


"So what's the plan?," Alexi asked as he sat next to Henkka with a fresh bottle of beer. 

‘lm not sure. You're still glowing but it seems to be less than yesterday so it could be fading away." 

"Great. Just how long will | still fucking glow?" 

"Like | know," Henkka sighed. "Since we don't really know why it happened, it's hard to say. But think positive. 
Tomorrow we fly back to Finland and we're done for the summer festival tour. You'll stay home and probably 
it's going to stop in a few days." 

| wanted to party out there! Its our last night on tour... Fuck!" 

"No way. It's indoor party time in the bus and no one is invited," the bassist confirmed. 

"Come on.. We have beer and a tv and porn. Could be worse," Janne commented while getting a beer for 
himself and looking for the tv remote. 

One day later, the band had boarded a plane midday to fly back to Helsinki. Upon arrival at Vantaa airport, they 
all split after picking up their luggage and getting ready to go back to their respective homes. 

"Janne... Wait!," Alexi called. 

"What?" 


"It was not over last night, its less but.. | don't know if that will be over now, | mean tonight" 


"So? You're home, don't go out at night for a few days. It's ok" 


"Its not ok. What about Kim?" 


Of course, there was Kim. Janne seemed to forget about her all the time, despite the fact that Alexi and her 
were Together since many years and actually got married a year and a half ago. 


"What about her?" 


"| don't know, Janne, but | have a feeling that she'll fucking freak out on me if we go to bed and | glow in the 
dark tonight." 


"Leave the lights on" 
"Very funny. Seriously, | can't go back home like this. | have to sleep at your place." 


“Alright, but.. We're back from three weeks cruising around festivals in Europe and you're going to spend the 
night at my place? She's not gonna like that either.’ 


| know, but | won't tell her. I'll say | missed the plane and I'll fly back tomorrow. It's not like she can check" 
"Whatever you say," Janne answered with a sympathetic smile. 

A few hours later, it was dinner time. Alexi and Janne were at the keyboardist's apartment. Janne was 
preparing dinner for the two of them while Alexi was trying to get off the phone with his wife. 


"I know.. Yes, | know that too.. Kim, fuck, do you.. No, listen, l.. Kim, for fuck's sake, let me finish a fucking 
sentence! Do you think | don't give a shit?.. Come on, you know it's not like that..." 


Alexi gave a desperate glance at Janne who was serving food on their plates and bringing them to the table. 
"Tell her your phone battery's dead and hung up," Janne said. 

Alexi rolled his eyes at Janne's suggestion but he also knew the conversation was going nowhere. He was trying 
hard not to hang up on his wife because he didn't want to be a complete asshole - although he felt like one 
already for lying to her about not being back in Finland yet - but the thought of just cutting it short was 
appealing, so he took the opportunity when there was a blank in their conversation 

"I gotta go, Kim. We'll talk tomorrow. Bye." 


Alexi pushed on the end call button of his iPhone before throwing it on the couch. 


"She didn't believe you?" 


"That's not even the problem! She thinks | did it on purpose, to miss the flight, because | don't want to be 


home with her." 

"What would make her think that?,” Janne asked out loud with a sly smile. 

"Come on.. Don't give me that shit. She already does pretty well in that department" 

Janne handed a bottle of beer to Alexi as peace offering. That was always working. 

‘Let's eat, alright? I'm starving." 

The keyboardist was almost finished with his plate while Alexi had not even eaten a third of what he had been 
served. The guitarist was lost in his thoughts and leisurely drawing reversed pentagrams in his mashed 
potatoes with the tip of his knife. 

"Don't play with your food. Not hungry?" 

‘Not really,” the guitarist replied. "I'll go lie down and try to sleep." 

"Ok, Ill put it in the fridge. You can reheat it if you're hungry later." 

It was well past midnight when Janne decided to go to bed. As he walked to his bedroom, he stopped by the 
spare bedroom where Alexi was staying. He opened the door and was surprised to see the guitarist sitting on 
the side of the bed writing. 

"You're not sleeping?” 

"| can't. | felt like writing," Alexi said. 

"Writing?" 

"Lyrics. | have lyrics in my head since a couple of days. It's strange. | never have that." 


"| know," Janne said. "You always write them after the music." 


"Yeah, you know | usually even struggle writing them all at once but here.. It's kind of flowing. | remember 


things | was thinking about on the plane earlier today or the night before when | was trying to fall asleep." 


Janne looked at Alexi who was sitting in the dark He was still glowing but less. The good news was that the 
effects of whatever it was that caused this were obviously dissipating. 


"lm going to bed, ok?" 


"Ok," Alexi replied without lifting his head from his notebook. 


In the middle of the night, Alexi was still not sleeping. He walked into Janne's room and crawled into his bed. As 
the guitarist slid under the sheet, Janne woke up. He turned around and opened his eyes. 


"Lexi?" 

"Hey... 

It wasn't unusual for Alexi to have sleepless nights and when they were on tour, it wasn't unusual for him to 
climb into Janne's bunk to sleep. It was a first, however, for him to sneak into Janne's own bed when he was 
sleeping at his place. 

"Am exhausted but | can't sleep. Please?," Alexi pleaded before Janne said anything. 

The keyboardist moved aside to give more room to the guitarist. 

"Sure." 


"Thanks." 


Janne hadn't noticed it at first but Alexi was still glowing. Maybe he was getting used to it. It was a faint light 
but it was still there and it made Alexi look like a ghost: 


"Its like sleeping with a giant nightlight on," Janne chuckled. 

"Shit, I'm sorry.. | don't even realize." 

‘It's fine, don't worry. You're a bit dimmed already. Still, it would look cool live if we turn off the stage lights." 
"Don't even go there. | don't want to be a freak" 

"People won't know. They'll just think its a cool special effect 

"No fucking way." 

Alexi lay on his back and passed a hand over his face. 


"Janne?" 


"What?" 


‘It's really shitty with Kim, you know?" 
"That bad?" 

"Worse" 

"Worse than what?" 

Alexi sighed. 


"Worse than what | could imagine. It's fucked up. She hates me, | think. | don't know why.. Well, | know why a 
bit.. But she's.. Its hard to make her happy. I've tried, but I'm fucking useless at it 


"You're not useless." 


| think we should stop. She is right.. | would have rather stayed in Germany and spent another few weeks in 
the bus than go back home to her, even without this glowing thing." 


Janne didn't say anything. It was not the right moment for smart-ass replies or comments. He could see Alexi 
was sad and upset and it was rare he would open up this way and say things as he felt them. 


"We don't even sleep together.. We share a bed but | don’t know when's the last time we fucked" 
"Sorry, man’ 

"Yeah, sorry me. Im so fucking horny.. It's pathetic" 

"That's why you went after that fairy green girl?" 


"I didn't go.. Ok, fine, | did. | don't think | would have cheated all the way but.. Oh, shit, who am | kidding? | 
wanted to do her so fucking badly!" 


"You wanna leave Kim?" 


Alexi closed his eyes and exhaled. He didn't want to say yes, although he knew this was the only rational thing 
to do. 


"Is over. | make her miserable and she gets on my nerves 24/1. It's not how it's supposed to be, right?" 
"Never been married but.. No, | don't think so." 


"Where did | go wrong?" 


"Stop, Allu.. Try to sleep. Stop thinking about that" 

"I try.. But it's my life I'm screwing up. | fucking hate that feeling.” 

The following day, Alexi had gone back home in the afternoon He had argued with his wife, picking up where 
they had left when they were on the phone the day before. Alexi had briefly thought about telling her the 
truth and why he stayed at Janne, namely because of his newly-found ability to light up a dark room with 
touching a light switch, but he quickly changed his mind when he realized that this was not the kind of stuff 
she would find funny and also when he remembered that the whole thing most likely started because of that 
unknown girl and what she offered him to drink and this was obviously not something he wanted to mention to 
his wife. Even if nothing had actually happened, Kim would see right through him and what he would have been 
thinking when meeting the girl. 

When they both felt like they had pointlessly argued enough, Kim had left and Alexi had taken advantage to 
begin packing a bag with clean clothes to go away for a few days. Just as he was almost ready to leave and 
he was putting his shoes on, someone rang at the door. He went to answer and saw it was Henkka. 

"How are you?,” the bassist asked 

"lm still glowing and am on the verge of divorce, so fucking awesome." 


"Shit. Did she see you at night? Is it why?" 


"No, nothing to do with that.. Although, | am sure that would be one more reason for her to want me out of 


her life." 
"lm sorry.” 


‘Im leaving for a few days. | called Janne. I'll pass by his place to pick up the key to his parents’ cabin I'll be 
there, ok?" 


"Ok, sure. But its getting better, your glow?" 

"Yeah, it is going away." 

"Any other side effects? You still feel fine?" 

"Yeah, | don't feel different. A bit restless but it's always like that when | come back from touring." 
"So it's not like you have some kind of super powers because of that?" 


‘I'm annoying the shit out of Kim, that's my super power but | don't need to glow for that" 


Henkka laughed but he could see Alexi was serious, unfortunately. 

"Maybe you were right, though," the guitarist ventured. 

"About what?" 

Alexi didn't reply but handed him a stack of paper full of handwritten notes he had taken from his notebook. 
"What is it?" 


“Three hours of inspiration last night, which actually started a few days ago, but | didn't have time to sit down 
and put it on paper." 


Henkka quickly sifted through the pages and saw it was all lyrics, with a few chords sequences written in the 
margins here and there. 


"Impressive." 

"Maybe it's a coincidence, you know?" 

"Maybe not. You can do an experiment,” Henkka suggested as he handed him a bottle. 
"What's that?" 


"| came here to give it to you. It's a bottle of absinthe. Try it. See if it tastes like what this mystery girl made 


you drink and whether it makes you glow again.. And if it inspires you as well. 

Alexi looked at his bassist and then at the bottle and its colorful label and content. 

"At this point.. Why the fuck not?," he replied shaking his head before stuffing the bottle in his backpack. 
"You have to drink it with water," Henkka said. 

| don't mix alcohol with water." 


"No, it's not like whisky. Here, you have to. That's what makes it taste good and.. Just look it up online, ok? And 
you'll need this too," he added while handing his bandmate a bag of sugar cubes. 


Alexi looked at him a bit puzzled but didn't even ask any question and packed the bag as well. 
"| call you Tomorrow or the day after," the bassist said. 


After Henkka had left, he quickly finished his luggage and walked to the door. 


Should he leave a note for Kim? Right this minute, the only thing he could think about jotting down was along 

the lines of Gone for a few days, baby. Don't even fucking call me. It was nicely rhyming, he thought to himself. 
Some leftover of his lyrical inspiration of the night before most likely. Yet, it was probably not going to help in 
any way in his communication breakdown with his wife, so he decided not to write anything. Besides, she wasn't 
dumb. She would notice he had taken his favorite guitar and his laptop and that his car wasn't there anymore, 


meaning that he was gone somewhere. 


Lucid 


The guitarist arrived at Janne's family cabin late at night covered up in his hoodie to avoid being seen glowing 
by anyone. Apart from a few deer, the occasional fox and the resident squirrels, they werent many living 
souls around in the part of the woods where the cabin was located but Alexi didn't want to risk being spotted. 


He went to bed and fell asleep almost immediately with his clothes on The following day, he woke up past noon. 
He took a shower and went for a walk outside to clear his head and ended up spending most of the afternoon 
walking around in the forest before returning to the cabin to pick up his car and drive to the nearest shop to 


buy food and beer for the next few days. 


By the time he returned to the cabin with food and drinks, he had already four missed calls from Kim. He 
wasn't planning on listening to any of the messages she left because he still had no clue what to tell her about 
his current situation and if it was about them in general, it was probably better to do it in person than over 
the phone. Janne had texted him as well to see if he had arrived without trouble. Alexi replied to that message 
to say all was alright and then got settled for the evening. 


As he was looking for a new pack of cigarettes in his backpack, Alexi found the bottle that Henkka had given 
him. He had forgotten all about it. 


The guitarist was still convinced that his latest wave of inspiration was a coincidence and had nothing to do 
with the drink. How could it? He was drunk most of the year and it didn't inspire him more or less, so what 
was different with this liquor? He was also more and more convinced that there hadn't been any hot girl that 
night in Germany and all this must have been his imagination There was still no explanation as to why he had 
started to glow but since he was definitely fading, in one or two nights the strange effect would likely be over 


with and he could go back home. Not that he actually really wanted to, but he would have no more excuse. 


Alexi lit a cigarette, even if he knew that Janne didn't want him to smoke inside, and picked up the bottle again 
to read the label at the back It was made in Switzerland. He couldn't deny that he was curious about what 
Henkka had said about the drink and the legends about it so he opened his laptop and looked for info about the 
drink and the stories about it. 


The search results filled the screen. He clicked on a few links and read a couple of articles on the drink, 
basically telling him the same thing about the drink and its legend than what Henkka had told him already. 
There were also a few links pointing him to YouTube with videos about how to prepare and drink absinthe. Alexi 
scratched his head and wondered what moron needed a video to be shown how to open his mouth and pour 
alcohol into it. It was only after reading the articles that he understood there was some kind of preparation 


involving water and a sugar cube that had to take place, which probably explained the videos. 


Alexis phone started to ring. He glanced at it. It was the fifth time that Kim was calling that day. She was not 
showing any sign of giving up on trying to reach him. Alexi pushed his laptop aside and grabbed his phone. 
Against his better judgement, he picked up, determined to keep it short and simply tell her to quite calling him. 


"Hi," he simply said. 

"Why don't you pick up your phone?," Kim asked already irritated. 

"What the fuck did | just do?" 

‘| mean the first four times | tried Where are you? Where did you spend the night?" 

"Am at Janne's parents cabin," Alexi answered, not bothering to lie. 

So Janne must have known all along where he was, of course, despite pretending he had not seen Alexi since 
they had left Germany a few days ago when she called him in the morning. Typical. Why would she even have 
thought that Janne would be helping her find Alexi? 

Kim knew where that cabin was and she wasn't really happy to hear that Alexi was over there. 

Alexi put his phone on speaker on the table and stare at it while smoking, waiting for a reaction from his wife. 


"Alone?," she finally asked. 


"No, | invited the national ice hockey team for a few days of gay orgy in the woods. Why the fuck do you even 


ask me that? Of course, I'm fucking alone!" 


"Cut the sarcasm, please. | never know what you do anymore. | thought you maybe went there with Janne or 
Jaska." 


"Nope." 


"Alexi, this can't go on. | came back last night and you were gone, you didn't say anything. You don't even want 


to talk about us." 
"We don't talk ‘cause you always complain about me and | yell back. | start to get tired of this shit, really.” 
"Like | am not tired? Listen, come back and let's discuss here like adults." 


There was a blank in their conversation. Alexi took a long drag on his cigarette and exhaled slowly, trying to 
calm himself. He didn't understand why there was so much tension between them each time they tried to talk 
these days. Why things couldn't be easy and fun like a few years ago, before they got married? They were 
doing music together, or separately. They both had their own creative space, they had fun, they drank, they 
fucked and they were going out and meeting friends and other people and just basically not worry about 
anything. Life was not that complicated. Now Kim wanted to talk to him every few days, about their life and 
other boring stuff. Alexi didn't want to talk about life, he wanted to live but unfortunately she seemed pretty 


adept at preventing him from doing that since a while now. 


"Better idea. You come here," Alexi said out of the blue. "Maybe we can try to.. Spend the week-end here. You 
know? No argument, no talking, no fucking screaming. Just us. We have a few beers and fun and go swim in the 


lake and.. We haven't spent time together like that for a while." 

"You know | hate this place. The cabin creeps me out. | don't like to be alone in the middle of the woods." 
Alexi rolled his eyes at the reply. Of course, she didn't want to. 

"You're not alone. l'm here." 


‘Its still the middle of nowhere and freaky. And come on, Alexi. Grow up, ok? Getting drunk and fooling around 
in front of the fireplace or on the lake shore won't fix things." 


Actually, Alexi thought that sounded like the best way to fix whatever problem he could see. That was how he 
thought they could make things right again, at least trying to. If she had accepted, he would have shown her 
what his latest problem was. Glowing. Maybe they would have both laughed about it. Maybe she would have 
found it funny and cute.. Or hot and sexy. Yeah, that would have been cool if she'd like that and they could 
fuck in the dark while he was still glowing a bit. 


But that wasn't happening. She wouldn't find it funny and if the cabin was freaking her out, let's not even 
imagine the glowing.. Deep down inside, he knew that what he had asked her what not what she wanted or was 
expecting - she was tired of his antics, that much was clear - and her point blank dismissal of his idea was 
just another proof that they were no longer on the same wavelength. She was still considering him like an 
unruly teenager but he was no longer a rebel kid. Sure, he could still be stupidly immature sometimes, maybe 
a few too many times - like the other guys in the band, so what? - but that was just because he was not 


taking himself too seriously. 
"You don't want to spend the week-end with me? Fucking great.” 


"| didn't say that. Why don't you come back home? We'll spend the week-end here, if you can manage to stick 


around for 48 hours without losing it" 


"Shit, Kim, we can't even agree on where to try to.. Fuck, forget it! You're fucking pushing me away and then 
blaming me! What do you want?" 


"Yeah, whatever. | guess there is nothing more to say. Call me when you're back in Helsinki, we'll start making 


the necessary arrangements, ok?" 
Alexi frowned, wondering what his wife was talking about now. 


"What arrangements?" 


The guitarist heard his wife sigh in exasperation on the other side of the phone. 
"Alexi, we need to divorce. What else?" 


That was the only logical step. That was what Alexi had thought about also already but it was very different 


to hear it from his wife, hear the words spoken with distance and anger in her voice, over the phone. 
"Alexi?" 

"Huh... Yeah, l.. Ok, IIl. H call you." 

Alexi hung up the phore, stunned by what he realized had just actually happened. 


He didn't really want to think about that anymore. It was too late. It was done. She had taken the initiative. He 


could move on now. 


The guitarist looked at the screen of his laptop and the blue and green bottles that were shown under the 
image search results. It was time to try what was in that bottle Henkka gave him. The front label showed 12% 
vol. That ought to get him decently drunk quickly at least, which was just what he needed right then 


After checking one of the short videos about the drinking preparation, Alexi was sitting at the kitchen table, 
watching water drip slowly into the glass through the sugar cube he had put on a fork on top of the glass 
(since he didn't have any of those fancy spoons that was normally used for this). He was chuckling at the 
situation and what he was doing. This was the slowest and silliest way of drinking alcohol, he thought. He'd 
probably never try this again but for now, he was by himself and nobody could see him do this ludicrous 
ritual so he went with it and did as it was explained in the video he had watched. 


When the drink seemed ready, he smelled it. It was an unusual and strong smell. It reminded him of those black 
candies he liked to chew on when he was a kid. He didn't recall if it was like what he had smelled a few nights 
ago with the green girl but since it had probably been a dream or a vision, it was no surprise that he didn't 
remember any particular smell. Alexi shrugged that thought altogether and took a sip. 


The drink itself was something else. The minute he brought the glass to his mouth, the taste reminded him of 
something but he had a hard time pinpointing what exactly. It was strange because it was quite sweet and not 
the type of liquor he would normally go for. For a few seconds, he was positive he had never tasted the drink 


before but then his mind seemed to say that maybe he had, a few nights ago. 


The guitarist gulped down the full content of the glass in one go and waited to see if the odd side effect would 


kick in again and whether he would start glowing more. 


A few minutes after Alexi had finished his drink, not much had happened. He still had his faint glow but it 
hadn't intensified after what he had just drunk. What did he or Henkka expect? Alexi imagined being back in 


town in a few days and showing up at night at Henkka's place, ready to tell him he was wrong and the drink 
wasn't making him glow. Yet, just to be sure, and because one drink definitely wouldn't do it for the night, he 
repeated the process a few more times. By the fifth glass, Alexi didn't know why he was downing all these 


drinks. The sweet taste mixed with all those herbal flavors were even starting to make him a little sick 


He stood up from the kitchen table and felt dizzy. He caught the edge of the table to steady himself. He had 
had only five of those and they were mixed with water but it seemed that the strong alcohol content was 
kicking into his system anyway. Good news. He could enjoy the familiar buzzing effect of starting to be drunk 
with nobody around to tell him to slow down and when the sick feeling would go a bit away, he would switch to 


whisky to go on for the rest of the night. 


Alexi walked to the small sitting area of the cabin and picked up his guitar. Maybe the evening could still be 


productive. 


He wasn't sure how long he had been sitting there on the sofa playing when he felt something brushing over 
his shoulders behind him. The contact startled him. 


"Good evening, Alexi..." a female voice whispered. 
He turned around, thinking he was imagining things but this time, again, either his imagination was becoming 
very good at playing tricks on him when he was drunk or the mystery girl was really there because she 


looked perfectly real to him. 


"Holy shit." Alexi let out. 


La Muse Verte 


Author's Notes: 

Okay, so.. | really had to write a chapter where a fairy ends up chatting with a 23-year-old metal guitarist in 
marital distress and throws pixie dust at him. And this is the result. Strange but it got me laughing when | 
wrote it, so | hope you guys enjoy iT Tool 

Oh, and now you all know why he glows. 


Chapter 4 - La Muse Verte 

The same girl that he had seen a few nights ago at the festival somewhere in Germany was now standing next 
to him in the cabin of Janne's parents, in the middle of the forest, three hours away from Helsinki. That was 
highly improbable, not to say impossible, but still, she was there with him and she was talking to him. 

"Of course it's me, since you wanted To see me again" 

"W..What? No, | didn'tl. And.. Who the hell are you?" 

"You know who | am." 


The girl walked around and stood in front of him, pouting. 


"You drank from that bottle, didn't you?," the fairy said while pointing at the absinthe bottle that was on the 
dining table. 


"You're. You're not real. | read stuff about the drink. It makes people hallucinate." 


The guitarist was trying hard to convince himself this was just another bad case of alcohol-induced 


hallucination. 

"l'm not a hallucination" 
"Prove it." 

"If you want.. Touch me." 


"No," Alexi said as he put his guitar on the floor and tried to get away from the girl by sliding towards the 
other end of the sofa. 


"You're the skeptic type, huh? Can an hallucination do that?," the girl said as she put her hands behind Alexi's 


neck and sat on his lap before he had time to get up or try to move further away from her. 
She was fast and he was too drunk to be nimble. 


Alexi didn't want to look but he couldn't manage to completely avoid glancing down and seeing the girl's short 


green dress sliding up and uncovering most of her thighs as she straddled him. 
"So?" the girl asked 


‘|... | don't know," Alexi uttered while struggling to keep his composure. "| never had hallucinations. Maybe that's 


what they feel like." 


"Relax... | inspire artists. That's my reason for being. Making sure you write and compose great songs for your 


upcoming album." 

| wrote good stuff before you came around. | did fine without you." 

| was around already. I've always been around but | don't always materialize to artists. | need a little catalyst, 
like the drink in this case. Why do you think they call me the green fairy? But also | have many people to visit.. 
Its a tough job, | can't be everywhere with everyone at the same time, you know." 

"Yeah, sure." 


Alexi rolled his eyes at the fairy's comment. 


"You can't be mad at me. | am the lyrics and the notes.. | am the melodies that get stuck in your head.. | am 


the pretty face you imagine when you think about women." 
"I get inspired by stuff | know, my life, my problems.. Things | experience. Not by you." 


"You manage to get all this into songs because of me, whether you like it or not. You still don't get it, do you? 


The conversation made no sense to Alexi. He felt like Alice who fell down the rabbit hole and ended up in a 
fucked-up weirdo world where girls were hot as hell but most likely not to be trusted. Why was this happening 
to him? Why did he drink the liquor? Why did Henkka gave him the bottle? Why did he pick up the phone when 
Kim called for the fifth time? 


Alexi wanted to stop thinking but he wasn't yet drunk enough for that. He had to continue the conversation, 


even if that meant asking bizarre questions. 


"Why did | glow when you made me drink that stuff the other night in Germany?" 


The green fairy laughed. 

"Oh, that! Its funny, right? Most artists don't really have side effects with the drink but some do. It's always 
different. In your case.. It seems like there is a lot of tension and energy built-up inside you. | guess that's 
what the drink does to you. It feeds off your stress and energy and consumes it; it lights you up, literally." 
The guitarist didn't see anything funny in all this. He pushed the girl away from him and stood up. 

"Go away," he said dryly. "Disappear. I'm not in the mood for crazy shit like this." 

The guitarist headed for the kitchen, leaving the girl behind in the living room. 

‘Oh, boy.. Someone's cranky. You should get laid” 

Alexi stopped on his way and turned around looking slightly offended. 

“scuse-me?" 

"All this pent-up sexual tension.. Good for writing dark brooding love songs but doesn't do you any good." 
"What the fuck?.. | don't write love songs. And girls don't talk like that.” 


"Sorry. Then if | can't talk.. | can do something else to make you feel a bit better maybe?" 


Alexi was eyeing the girl suspiciously and when she approached him and put her hands on his belt, he shook his 
head. 


"No... No, no, no...” 

The green fairy looked at him puzzled. 

"No? Guys like blowjobs." 

Alexis mouth gaped open and he blushed, though he had no idea why. He was usually not the shy type for 
these things but there was something both arousing and disarming about the way this girl - he had a difficult 
time referring to her as a fairy, even in his thoughts - was talking to him. 


"What the hell are you? A muse or the antichrist?" 


"Sorry, | thought that'd help you unwind. " 


Although he knew in practice that it was not really the case anymore, Alexi couldn't yet wrap his head around 
the fact that it was really over. He could be the stupidest guy on the planet sometimes, especially when he 
had too much to drink, but he didn't want to be the bastard who cheated on his wife. 

"Oh, | see," the fairy smiled mischievously. "And you don't want to cheat because you love her so much?" 
Alexi's deadpan expression was priceless. 

"Yeah. | love her so much Let's go with that." 

What else could he say to a goddamn fairy? 


"Aww... Its so romantic! Why don't you sleep with your wife then? You'd feel better." 


"Holy shit! Are you fucking done asking me personal stuff like that? Why do you fucking care and why are you 


even herel?" 

The green fairy looked at him with a little concern because of his outburst. She was fairly oblivious to the 
way human reactions were working despite having been around artists for many thousands of years. Human 
beings were hard to follow, the fairy thought. Usually, most people were happy to see her. Some were scared 
at first but it was very rare that people were angry at her. 


"You really need to chill. Sit down," she told him, seemingly unfazed by his yelling. 


She took him by the hand and dragged him back to the couch. Alexi wasn't sure why she was still there and 


trying to be nice to him. If he thought girls were strange, it turned out fairies were even weirder. 
‘I'm here because you drank absinthe and because you need me. | can see why. You can pour your heart into 
lyrics but that won't make a song and you're too stressed out to compose anything right now. That's why l'm 


here." 


Alexi frowned, doubting she could understand anything to human emotions and distress or his specific marital 


situation, which he wasn't ready to discuss. 


‘lm going to give you a nice gift that's gonna stick with you for a few days. Make the most of it while it 


works, ok?" 
"What the hell are you talking about now?" 
The fairy joined Alexi on the couch and moved across his lap again. 


"Do you always sit on people's lap?," Alexi sighed. 


The guitarist started to get too tired for arguing with her and protest much more than that: 
"Yes, pretty much. I'm the cuddly type." 

The fairy cupped his face in her hands and looked in his eyes. 

"Now, listen, Alexi Laiho.." 


Oh, shit, Alexi thought. /m truly fucked The way she said his name, with her soft foreign accent and her plump 
lips, and how she looked at him, it was like she was talking straight to his dick The guitarist closed his eyes in 
order to conjure some mental images to calm down instead of thinking of the scantly clad hot fairy on his lap 
- roadkills along the motorway, Kim's mother, Platoon's most graphic death and wounded scenes, Alexandre 


naked in the sauna.. Even the last one didn't seem to work because he was still turned on by the fairy. 


"What l'm gonna do is going to give you more inspiration than you'll ever need for the next few days." 
"What..How..2" 


Before Alexi could finish is question, the green fairy pulled his face against hers and grazed her lips against his 
mouth. They seem to fizzle as they touched Alexis. It was the weirdest but most exhilarating sensation he had 
ever had when feeling somebody else's mouth on his. The fairy pushed her mouth a little more against his and 
then started to kiss him. At that point, despite his previous thoughts and all his good will, it was impossible for 
Alexi to not return the kiss. As he did so, his tongue prodded at the entrance of the fairy's mouth and when 
she finally parted her lips, Alexi recognized the exotic taste he had experienced already when he drank the 
absinthe. It was the same subtle mix of plants, licorice and herbal flavors mingling and invading him as the 


fairy swirled her tongue around his, leaving a prickly sweetness on his taste buds. 


Alexi was savoring the flavors he was getting from kissing the fairy when his thoughts started to wander in 
another direction and music began to play in the back of his mind. He could hear notes, chords, riffs, rhythms 
all mixing up into a single tune. The guitarist slid one hand into the green fairy's long blond hair as he kissed 
her more hungrily, understanding unconsciously that the kiss was feeding the melody he was getting inspiration 


for. 


The fairy let him take over for a little while but then pulled away, staring down at Alexi who seemed way 
more drunk after that never ending kiss they had just exchanged. 


"More." Alexi panted, as he was still feeling the effect of the fairy's inspirational powers. 


"Be careful," the fairy warned, as she ran her hands into Alexi's blond hair. "The more you kiss me, the more 


alcohol you absorb, the more overwhelming the inspiration can get" 


"| can take it," Alexi smirked, pretty confident in his alcohol tolerance level given his years of dedicated 


practice. 


The guitarist pulled the fairy closer to him again, keeping his hand in her hair to tilt her head a litle and kiss 
her more comfortably. He couldn't really think straight anymore. All his brain could do was processing the 
music and sounds he could hear in his head as their mouths collided. He was just hoping that he'd remember 
the music he was hearing when this would be over. 


After a minute or so, the green fairy broke the kiss once again 


"Enough. | don't want you to pass out from the alcohol," she said as she rubbed one of her thumbs on his 
mouth to wipe it clean 


Alexi was staring at her in a drunken haze, vaguely realizing that she was right about the alcohol and that her 
lips were treacherous. At the same time, he was already too far gone for really caring about the 
consequences. Alexi pushed the fairy off his lap and as she lay on the couch next to him, he clumsily crawled 
on top of her. 

"| like your mouth so fucking much..." Alexi said as he looked at her. 

"I know. And you're a good kisser so it was nice for me too." 


"So... That's it?.. You're gonna disappear now?," Alexi asked. 


"Eventually, yes. But I'll remain here,” the fairy said while tapping her index finger on his forehead. "And maybe 


| will come back one day to visit you again. It's quite entertaining to inspire you so far." 


Alexi nuzzled his face in the crook of her neck and inhaled her herbal scent. Her skin and her hair smelled like 


mint and other plants. 
"You gotta be gone tomorrow," the guitarist whispered to her. 

"Why?" 

"|. | can't have you around too much.. It's messing me up, more than | already am’ 

Alexi started to kiss her neck and her throat. 

"You should sleep, Alexi" 

"Nah... l. want you.. | know | cant.. | shouldn't... But.. 1 fucking don't care.. | don't want to care. 


The green fairy looked at the guitarist who was hovering above her. She didn't really fully understand him but 


she could read a lot of confusion in his eyes. 


"Come here," the fairy said before managing to roll on top of Alexi and bending down to kiss him. 


Alexi laughed at how easily she slithered from under him and pinned him down on the sofa. He didn't mind 
leaving her in charge if that was what she had in mind, he thought as he slid his hand up her thighs under 
her dress. And just when things started to get more interesting, Alexi felt suddenly numb and extremely tired. 
He wasn't sure if he was falling asleep or the alcohol had finally gotten the best of him but he couldn't keep 


his eyes open as she was kissing him. 


When she was sure that Alexi was unconscious, the fairy leaned back and admired her work. She had made 
sure that this last kiss would push the guitarist into oblivion for the night, probably even longer than just a 
night but nothing too bad and nothing that would erase the inspiration she had distilled upon him earlier on. 


It was time for the fairy to go haunt and inspire other people. Before leaving, however, she sat back on the 
edge of the couch, next to Alexi who was deep asleep. He was glowing a lot now. That was good, she thought. 
Inspiration was starting to rush through him. As for the rest of what was happening in his mind now or 
before, when they were kissing, that was more of a mystery. She didn't understand humans very well, that 
much was true, but she understood basic and more primal instincts and she could guess what she had seen in 
Alexis confused look so she thought the least she could do was to make him spend his very long night with a 
fairly enjoyable dream. 


The fairy stood up and blew some green pixie dust over the sleeping guitarist before closing her eyes and 


vanishing. 


La Maison Fontaine 


When Alexi finally woke up, he was pretty disoriented. It took him a moment to realize where he was. His eyes 
were painfully adjusting to the daylight as he was groggily staring at the wooden beams of the cabin's ceiling. 
He must have stayed like that without moving for a few minutes - or half an hour - he wasn't sure. It was 
easily one of the worse hangovers he had had in years. He turned around and looked at the window behind the 


couch. It was sunny outside but he had no idea what time it was. 


He had dreamed about the green fairy and that annoyed him. HAign to refer to the girl as a fairy was 
annoying in itself. There were no such things as fairies and even if there were, as far as he knew - okay, 
granted, he didn't know that much on the topic - fairies were tiny little creatures dressed in pink that were 
flying around and hitting things randomly with their magic wand. They weren't human-size hot chicks who get 
you drunk from kissing and let you bang their brains out with your own magic wand throughout the night, 


even if only in your dreams. 


That's precisely where things were getting a little blurry. It was all a dream, wasn't it? He tried the drink, that 
much he was sure of. If he doubted what he did, he could probably go check the bottle in the kitchen and see 
how much he drank. What was harder to remember was when exactly he passed out and fell asleep on the 
sofa. Once he was asleep, he had had a very vivid dream. Perhaps the dream lasted all night long. He wasn't 
sure why but he was feeling exhausted, although he thought he had slept a lot. Could dreams wear you out 
that much? Maybe it was early morning, that's why he was still tired. 


Why did he feel like something was wrong or off with him, besides the usual throbbing in his head due to the 


hangover? 


He dreamed he fucked the absinthe girl. No big deal. Not the first time he dreamed of sleeping with a girl. The 
thing was that the dream had been quite intense, if he had to judge by the sticky feeling in his pants. Fuck, 
when was the last time he had one of these? He felt stupid and a little ashamed, like a horny teenager who 


can't control himself. 


Alexi didn't feel like getting up and turned to his side and buried his face in the big cushion that was against 
the couch's armrest and which he had used as a pillow. Why was the pillow smelling of mint or grass or 


whatever else that was probably green? 

A few minutes later, as he was trying to fall back asleep, he heard noise at the front door. The door was 
unlocked and someone called his name. Alexi couldn't see who it was because he was tucked into the couch 
which was away from the entrance door but he did recognize the voice. 


"Janne?," Alexi asked out loud as he lifted his face from the cushion 


The door closed and a moment later Janne and Henkka appeared in the living room, looking a bit surprised to 
find him there sleeping. 


"Did we just wake you up?," Janne inquired. 

"Kinda. What are you guys doing here so fucking early anyway?" 
"Early? It's 5 o'clock in the afternoon," Henkka replied. 

Alexi squinted his eyes. 

"What day?," Alexi asked. 


Janne laughed and went to sit on the couch, pushing Alexi's legs away to have some room. The guitarist didn't 


seem to mind and curled up tighter to take less room. 


"| sent you a couple of texts to say we were on our way this morning, coming to check how you were doing," 


the keyboardist replied 

"Didnt see them. | guess | was still sleeping. 

Henkka shook his head and walked into the kitchen to drop a couple of bags of food and drinks. 
"What the hell did you do last night? You look like shit! 

"Thanks, Janne" 


Henkka noticed the bottle and the glass on the table when he walked out of the kitchen to join the other two in 


the living room. 

"You tried the drink, | see." 

"What drink?," Janne asked. 

‘| gave him a bottle of absinthe, so he could try if thats what makes him glow." 
"Henkka, shit! He was almost back to normal.. Why did you do that?" 

It's a scientific experiment. It's interesting. We needed to know." 


"No, we don't," Janne told him. "He gets hammered all the time with vodka or whiskey without side effects. He 
doesn't have to try exotic things like that goddamn French liquor.” 


"Oh, come on.. Where's your intellectual curiosity?" 
M 


"Fuck, guys.. Not so loud," Alexi whined as he rolled on his other side and put the cushion above his head to 
block the noise. 


"Sorry, Allu," Janne said softly before taking away the cushion from Alexi. 
"Alright, so you got drunk on absinthe last night?,” the bassist asked. 
"Yeah... Somehow." 

"And you're glowing again?" 

"Don't know.. | fell asleep." 

"The sun will be down in a few hours. We'll see." 

| hope for you he doesn't," Janne said. 


"Why does it matter since it seems to disappear after a few days?," Henkka asked, clearly amused by the 
situation. 


"Yeah, but you're not the one who gets to sleep with a glow worm in the meantime because he doesn't want 


his wife to see him like that." 

Alexi grimaced at Janne's remark. 

"lIl stay here till it goes away, | won't bother you." 

"I was joking, Allu.. It's fine, you know you can come over whenever you want." 

The guitarist glanced at Janne, unsure whether he really meant it or he just said that to be nice. His wife 
didn't want to see him anymore and he started to wonder whether it would end up the same way with his 
bandmates one day. Maybe he really was a pain to be around. 

Alexi sat up and grabbed the cushion that Janne had taken from him. He rearranged himself to sit in the 
corner of the couch with the pillow on his side for comfort. He was used to hear them tease him about his 
marriage and Kim. It was never mean and he would usually dismiss their jokes or have a smart-ass reply to 
any comment from his bandmates but today Alexi didn’t want to hear about her or the two of them for that 
matter. He knew he had to tell them sooner or later about his situation so why not be done with that now and 
tell them what she had said the day before when she called. 


"She's asked me to divorce," Alexi said. 


Henkka and Janne looked at each other. They knew it was serious from Alexi's tone and the fact that he didn't 


look at them when saying it. 

"You spoke with her?" 

Alexi kept his gaze on the floor. 

"She called yesterday, upset.. She said that's what we have to do when | get back to Helsinki." 
I'm sorry, Lexi," Henkka said, 


Before either of his bandmates had time to say anything else, the guitarist stood up, grabbed his cigarettes 
from the coffee table and walked out. 


Janne gave a slightly worried look at Henkka. 

"Maybe | should..2" 

"Of course. Go check on him," Henkka said. 

Janne had a look around once he was outside. Alexi wouldn't have had time to go very far. 

The keyboardist spotted him walking towards the deck that was built to go into the lake. 

"Allu... | didn't know... When | said that about you hiding from her just now. | was joking." 

"| know, but.. How fucking pathetic am |? Hiding from my wife?.. Not that I'll have to hide for much longer." 
"So what happened exactly? You said you wanted to end it anyway." 


"Yes, Janne, | wanted to but.. Fuck, you don't know what it feels like when you ask your wife to come over for 


the week-end and she says no and tells you to grow up and get organized to divorce." 


Indeed, Janne didn't know what it was like but he could see how hurt Alexi was so he kept his mouth shut and 
watched his bandmate light up a cigarette and nervously fumble with the pockets of his pants. 


"And of course, | got a giant fucking headache and my back is killing me," the guitarist added. 
"You're getting old, dude." 
"Shut up. You're just as old" 


"Am three weeks younger and | don't complain all the time." 


Alexi gave him his usual death glare but Janne knew it was just for the show. 

"There's probably aspirin or something like that in the bathroom. Let's get back inside," Janne told Alexi. 
"Wait. | mean, thanks, but.. Last night was weird, you know? Really weird. | don't remember much." 
"You drank your ass off, as usual. What did you expect?" 

"No, not even | drank but.. Not that much. It's just.. | had this dream but it felt real, too real.” 

"A dream about?" 

Alexi looked around, as if to make sure that no one was eavesdropping. 

"We're in the middle of the woods, Allu, and Henkka's inside. Spit it out. What did you dream about?" 
"Promise you won't laugh." 

"When you start like that." 

"If you laugh, | kill you." 

"Yeah, sure.. Come on. Tell me." 

| dreamed about the green fairy." 

Janne looked disappointed. 

‘| swear, it felt more than just a fucking dream. It was like she was there. Like.. | really kissed her." 
"You dreamed that you kissed a fairy?" 


"No, | think it was for real. She was really there. Like in Germany. She appeared out of nowhere and she was 


with me last night." 


"Allu, you drank, you imagined all this, then you dreamed you kissed whoever that girl was that you met in 


Germany. What's the big deal?" 


"It was not only kissing. We.. Shit, | can't believe this. | didn't want to but... | think I.. | fucked her, although | 


don't really remember. It's like a big blur." 


Janne stared foe a few seconds at Alexi's desperate face but he couldn't hold it too long and he bursted out 
laughing. 


Its not funny! You know, | didn't want to cheat on Kim but.. Fuck, that fairy, shit, not, lets call her a girl. That 


girl was hot and... l'm not sure what happened but." 
The keyboardist tried to catch his breath and stop laughing. 


"Ok, so basically.. You think there was a fairy, sorry, a girl with you last night in the cabin and you think you 
might have banged her?" 


"Yeah... Pretty much." 
Janne was chuckling at what Alexi had just told him. 
| don't think you have to worry. It was just a fantasy that turned into a pretty wet dream." 


"Fuck, Janne. It was more than a wet dream! I'm not 13 anymore. | know the difference between that and how 


you feel when you woke up after a great fuck." 
"You wouldn't be so irritable if you had gotten some, believe me," Janne said with a big smile. 


"OK, let's be serious for a minute," Janne continued. "You don't actually believe there was a fairy with you last 


night in the cabin, right?" 
Alexi glanced up at Janne. 


"l. | want to say no, but | feel like.. Something happened. Shit, do you think I'm losing my mind?" 


Vieux Carré 


Janne looked at his friend and opened his mouth to say something but then didn't. Yes, of course, whatever 
Alexi told him made no sense but since he had seen him glow, anything was possible. Or was he also starting to 


lose his mind? 


"You're just tired and upset because of Kim," Janne replied, trying to sound comforting. "Let's get you 


something for your headache" 
The two of them went back inside. Henkka was putting food away in the fridge and freezer. 

"Everything ok?" 

All he got was another death glare from Alexi 

Janne went to the bathroom looking to see if there was Vicodin or anything else against headaches but the 
bathroom medicine cabinet looked very empty, except for some cherry-flavored cough syrup with an expiry 


date from two years ago. That wouldn't help. 


When he came back empty-handed in the living room, he found Henkka sitting on the couch with his feet on 
the coffee table drinking a beer and reading a magazine. 


"Where is he?" 


"Bedroom," the bassist indicated while pointing a finger at the closed door on the left. "I don't know what you 


guys discussed when you were outside but he's not in a good mood." 

The door was closed but they could hear him play guitar. 

"We should have taken our stuff. We could have jammed," Henkka added. 

"He's upset and confused because of the divorce. What do you expect?" 

"Well, at least he's still playing and it sounds good" 

"So what do we do?," Janne asked. 

"Let's eat and then we'll see. He'll come out when he's done sulking, or when he smells grilled sausage." 


Henkka and Janne prepared a potato salad and cooked hot dogs on the barbecue outside. Alexi didn't show up 
for dinner, despite the smoky sausage flavor that floated around in the backyard. 


The late summer night was unusually warm and the two guys stayed outside chatting for a few hours, still 
hearing Alexi's playing in the background. When they came back inside, it was already past ten o'clock but they 
weren't feeling like going to bed. They turned on the tv and hooked up Janne's laptop to it to watch a movie. 


Henkka was scrolling down the directories of Janne's very organized video directory, sorted by alphabetical 


order of categories and film genres. 
"Quick question here.. Should | be scared to click and open the folder called Tour bus late night speciaP" 
Janne took a short swig at his beer and then smiled 

"Well.. You know what we watch on the tour bus late at night, don't you?" 

"Yeah, right. Let's keep it decent tonight. Moving on” 


Henkka settled for a classic mob movie and as they were about to start watching it, Alexi emerged from the 


bedroom. 
"You guys ate already?" 
"Yes, but we saved you a couple of hot dogs, in the kitchen," Henkka said. 


"Have you been playing all this time?," Janne asked, as he checked his watch and quickly calculated that Alexi 


must have been in the bedroom playing since three hours, non-stop. 

"Yeah, my fingers hurt like hell. It's like | have all these new ideas and riffs in my head and | had to get them 
out and write down some stuff. Its new things | never played before but it feels like | heard them already... It's 
bizarre. And | could swear it's not something from someone else | heard, it's definitely original material. But I'm 
fucking exhausted now." 

The guitarist retrieved some food and a beer from the kitchen and joined his bandmates on the couch. 

"What are we watching", Alexi asked as he sat next to Janne. 

"Goodfellas 


‘Janne, turn off the lights," Henkka asked before he pushed play and let the movie start: 


Janne sat up and flicked the light switch off. The room went dark, except for the tv screen and the couch 


area which was immediately inundated by Alexi's now reinvigorated greenish glow. 


"Holy shit, Allu..," Janne let out. 


"What?" 


"What do you mean what? You're glowing even more than back in Germany now! Can't you see how you're... 


What's the word? Henkka, what do you call that?,” Janne asked while gesturing towards Alexi's green halo. 
"Radiating?" 

"Yeah, that!" 

"Oh, fuck.. Not again..." Alexi sighed. 

"Impressive," Henkka added a little bit in awe. "You're like a frigging lighthouse." 


Alexi sat up and walked to the bathroom to check himself. He was very bright, indeed. Like really very greenly 


beaming. 
"I fucking should've known a hot chick like that was trouble.. Why did | let her do her thing to me?" 


"Which chick are you talking about? And what thing did she do to you?," Henkka asked before standing up and 
joining Alexi in the bathroom. 


Alexi realized he had spoken too loud Henkka hadn't heard his earlier confession to Janne but now he would ask 


what he was referring to. 

"What is all this you're talking about?,” the bassist inquired. 

"It's last night, l.. Its your fault, anyway." 

Henkka frowned. 

"My fault? What's my fault?" 

"You gave me that goddamn bottle and of course, | fucking had to try it, ‘cause you asked me to." 
"Yeah, ‘cause drinking alcohol is such a big sacrifice for you." 

"Shut up, Henkka. Because of that, the girl from Germany came back last night." 

"The girl from..? The green girl? The green fairy?" 

"Let's just call her a girl, ok?," Alexi said a tad exasperated. 


"Whatever. But she was here? For real?" 


"Are we gonna watch the movie or what?," Janne asked from the living room. 


"Be right back, we've seen it at least three times already anyway," Henkka replied. "So, it's the girl that makes 
you glow or the drink?" 


"Not sure.. | guess both. | drank but | wasn't glowing any more after a few glasses, then she appeared and.. 
When you kiss her, it's like drinking but stronger and.. Different but fucking awesome. | don't recall when | fell 
asleep or when | started to glow. We were kinda making out and then.. | don't remember but | think | might 
have.. Nevermind. She said the glowing is a side effect of my inner stress or tension or whatever the hell she 


meant." 


Alexi cut his story short because Henkka's look was bewildered enough already and he thought it'd be best if 
he'd skip the part where he thought he may or may not have fucked a supernatural creature. 


"So what you're saying is that.. You made out with a fairy? No way." 

"Yes way." Alexi concluded, leaving Henkka alone in the bathroom to process what he had just told him. 

The guitarist went back to the living room to catch-up on the movie that Janne had started without them. 
Henkka joined the other two a moment later but he couldn't just go on and watch the movie now. He was only 
thinking about what Alexi had just told him. The whole story was pure science fiction or fantasy literature but 
since they could both see he was glowing, it was also actually happening. His mind kept on wandering and while 
he was looking at the tv screen, he wasn't really watching the movie. 

"You know, somehow it makes sense," Henkka said in the middle of the movie. 

Janne and Alexi looked at him and wondered what he was talking about. 

"What she said. The fact that you glow as a result of tension release. This is because of that you're so 
inspired these days. When you wrote all these lyrics and now, this afternoon, when you play for three hours 
straight new things that flow through you effortlessly. It's her touch. She's really inspiring you and you're.. 
Reacting. Like a chemical reaction to her muse powers." 

Janne rolled his eyes in disbelief. 


"You're not going to start believing in this craziness as well now?" 


"What other proofs do we need? He drank absinthe, he's inspired, he saw the girl, and because it's Alexi, he 


cannot spend a night alone with a girl without making a move on her, and after that he glows...” 


"Hey! She started it," Alexi interjected. "She was not the shy type." 


"Sure, ‘cause fairies are easy, that's notorious," Janne chuckled. 

"Can we just forget about all this and watch the rest of the fucking movie?" 

Henkka and Janne exchanged a knowing look. It was fun to push Alexis buttons most times but they also knew 
when to stop and when he was on the edge. They both took a sip of their 4th or l4th beer of the evening - 
who was counting ? - and sat back in the couch to finish watching the movie without further mention of the 
fairy. 

The following day, they all drove back to Helsinki. Alexi had changed his mind about staying a few more days at 
the cabin. He wanted to get back home to work on his sudden inspiration surge by himself and later that week 
with the rest of the band. They first stopped at Janne's place, where Henkka dropped the keyboardist, then 
they continued to Alexis apartment. Alexi was driving his own car and the bassist was following him. They 
didn't live very far apart and there was no real need for Henkka to stop by Alexi's place on his way home but 


it seemed like the normal thing to do since they had all driven back together, although not in the same car. 


They parked their cars in the street when they arrived at the guitarists apartment. It was a quiet Sunday 
afternoon with basically nobody around. 


Alexi took his stuff out of the car and walked up to Henkka to say goodbye. 

"Sorry again for yesterday night. | was in a bitchy mood. It's just.. Not a good week." 
"I know, it's cool. We get it” 

The guitarist seemed to hesitate before going inside the building. 


"You want me to go upstairs with you?," Henkka asked, assuming that Alexi wasn't sure what to tell his wife 
when he would get back and see her. 


"No, | guess | have to talk to her. Just me." 

"Ok, just let us know when you have some stuff we can work on" 

"Yeah, I'm sure we can catch-up in a few days. | have a lot of new ideas already, I'll give you guys a call." 
"Sounds good. I'll be heading home too then" 

"Henkka... Can | ask you something?" 


"Sure, what?" 


Alexi rubbed the back of his neck - his muscles were so stiff they ached - and looked away. He hated feeling 

so lost and clueless but he had to admit he didn't really know what to do with a number of practical things in 

life and he would hate to have to go to his parents and admit that and ask for their help. It was different with 
Henkka. Henkka was like Google. He knew stuff and if he didn't, he knew how to figure them out and he never 


seemed confused about life's challenges. 
The guitarist's eyes finally met Henkka who was patiently waiting to hear what his bandmate wanted to ask 
"With Kim.. Since it's over for real now..If.. If | need some help with the.. divorce." 


Alexi physically struggled to say the word but he managed, even if his voice was way softer and lacked its 
usual bratty and confident tone. 


"Can | ask you? | mean, you always know everything, so.. | guess | need a fucking lawyer or something.. Shit, | 
don't even know exactly how that works. And | don't want to ask our manager or the record company. | guess 


they would know a lawyer.. But | don't want to tell them about all this, you know? Its personal and." 


Henkka felt his heart sink when he saw his bandmate so awkward about asking for help. He knew that Alexi had 


a hard time showing this vulnerable side of his personality, even to his closest friends and bandmates. 


"You don't even have to ask, Lexi. Just call me when you need. We'll figure things out. But it's not that 
complicated. | don't think you need a lawyer. You just have to fill and sign some papers. Don't worry about that 


now. 
The guitarist nodded and gave their bassist a half-smile. 
"Thanks, man." 


Alexi raised his hand to say goodbye to Henkka and eventually picked up his things and went inside his building. 


Pandor 
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be something coming.. 


Alexi dropped his things in the entrance corridor and walked in. It was very quiet inside. Kim didn't seem to be 
around and there was something different about the place but he couldn't quite put his finger on it till he 
finally noticed that some things were not there anymore. Kim's things. 


He ran out of the living room into their bedroom and opened the wardrobe. Sure enough, Kim had taken her 


clothes and most of her things. There was a note on the bedside table on Alexi's side of the bed 


Í will come back to take some things | left. Im staying with friends for now. Call me when we can discuss. | don't 
want drama and won't make any problems. We just need fo end this, nice and clean Its better for both of us. K. 


Alexi cursed out loud and crumpled the piece of paper into a ball. 


He suddenly felt pretty stupid for having worried so much the day before about what had been a dream and 
what had been real, if you can call real anything that happened with a creature that was anything but real. 
While he was guilt-tripping about the fairy girl, his wife was packing her stuff and moving out of their 


apartment. Fate had a fucked-up sense of humor. 


Even if he hated this situation, the guitarist was somewhat grateful that his wife did it this way because he 
really wouldn't have known what to tell her. It was much easier not to have to face her given the 
circumstances, glowing issues aside. Kim knew him pretty well and she had many flaws but she wasn't mean, He 
believed her when she wrote she didn't want any drama. That was probably why she had left while he was 


away. 


Alexi closed the wardrobe door and looked around. He wasn't sure he wanted to sleep here tonight but where 


else would he go? He felt he had already asked too much from Janne but Janne was always there for him and 


he never seemed fed up of having to deal with his problems. 
Not sure what else to do, Alexi texted his best friend just to see what he would say. 


Kim moved out 


She took all her things 
Janne's answer came in quickly. 


Shit sorry 


Want me to come over? 


It was so easy. Alexi didn't often have to ask for anything with him; the keyboardist knew in advance what 
Alexi needed. But the guitarist didn't want to sound desperate and he was annoyed for always feeling the need 
to run away from himself or his life or asking for help around, like he had just done with Henkka and now with 
Janne. Maybe Kim was right. He had to learn to grow up and deal with things. He just didn't know how and 


where to start. 


He stared at his phone and Janne's reply. Did he want Janne to come over? Sure, he did, but that would just 
lead to another night of getting drunk with his booze brother and rant about Kim and his disintegrating love 
life or avoiding the subject altogether and getting drunk even faster to overcome the awkwardness of not 


wanting to talk about anything. Was it what he really needed right now? 


Allu? 
Are you ok? 


Alexi dropped his phone on the bed without replying to Janne. He didn't even see the other two text lines that 
Janne had just sent since Alexi had not replied to his first question. 


He sat on the floor and tried to organized his thoughts. He stayed there for a while realizing that his mind was 
racing with music and guitar riff ideas but his body felt drained and too tired to do anything about it. He 
turned his head left and right, trying to loosen the muscles at the back of his neck. It didn't help. His shoulders 
were hurting and his whole body was tensing up. He would have killed for a relaxing moment in the sauna and 
let the heat take care of his stressed out body but a sauna was unfortunately not a luxury he had in his 
apartment or building. The next best thing would be a steaming hot shower. 


Alexi finally stood up and headed for the bathroom looking in his medicine cabinet for something to alleviate 
the muscle pain before stepping in the shower. There were several little bottles of pills in there, prescriptions 
and over-the-counter ones, most of them never opened. He hated taking drugs but today he wasn't in the 
right frame of mind to push through pain and discomfort and he wanted to have a long guitar-playing session 


afterwards. 


He checked the label of a green bottle. He didn't remember when and why he had received this prescription for 


muscle relaxants but they would finally have a use. The dosage said one tablet every six hours. Alexi didn't 
have six hours so he swallowed two pills at once. That would hopefully give him a head start and let him play 
through the afternoon and the night. 


As he was putting back the bottle, his eyes spotted a small box which was slightly hidden behind another row 
of bottles and band-aid packs. 


Alexi gulped almost audibly at the sight of it. Or rather, at the thought of its content. He had managed to 
forget it was there. The guitarist had convinced himself that he had kept the box only to remind him of how 
much progress he had made since his self-destructive days but maybe he had actually kept it just in case.. In 
case one day there would be no other ways to deal with a situation or the raging pain he sometimes felt 
inside. He knew the muscle relaxants would take care of the tension and muscle ache but what would he have 
to resort to in order to take care of the heartache? 


Alexis left hand tentatively reached for the back of the cabinet and grabbed the box. He held it for a moment, 
blanking out. His right hand was shaking a little when it lifted the lid. No surprise with what he found inside the 
box. The three blades were still there, shining under the cold bathroom light, as if they were smiling at him. 


The guitarist glanced up at his reflection in the mirror. The image that he saw scared him a little. It was 
already showing him his face with a contorted expression mixing shame and satisfaction. He looked away quickly 
and put the open box on the side of the sink. 


His right hand wasn't shaking anymore when he held one of the blades between his fingers. It was so familiar 
all of a sudden, even if it had been so long ago. It was just like holding a guitar pick 


He leaned against the bathroom wall, feeling the coolness of the ceramic tiles against his back through the 
fabric of his t-shirt. He could also feel that the small of his back was slick with sweat, the shameful symptom 
of his fucking twisted anticipation for relief. 


The guitarist closed his eyes and let himself slowly slump down towards the floor. He remained motionless for 
a few minutes after he had hit the floor. He just sat there, his mind empty and on stand-by but his breathing 
ragged and shallow already. His right hand finally moved. His thin fingers were holding the blade and they were 
about to gently press down against the skin of his left forearm when he felt a strong hand grasp his wrist 
and move his hand away before the blade touched his arm. 


Was he dreaming again? 
Alexi held his breath and kept his eyes closed, too shocked and panicked to say or do anything. White noise was 
filling his ears and instead of feeling blood dripping from his arm, he felt a few tears rolling down on his 


cheeks. 


Why was he so weak and messed up? 


He realized that the hand was still firmly holding his wrist. He let the blade fall from his fingers. The grasp 


loosened a little. The noise in his head also started to fade away. 

"Allu? ... Allu.. Open your eyes, for fuck's sake." 

If Alexi thought for a split second that the fairy would have appeared again to help him out, he was about to 
be badly disappointed. That didn't sound like the green girl of his dreams. That sounded more like a tall male 
brown-haired keyboardist. 


Alexi opened his eyes and tilted his head a little. Janne was kneeling on the floor next to him, his face looking 


way too serious. 

"Fuck, Allu.. What the hell were you thinking?" 

Jane's voice was strained. He wasn't screaming but he sounded freaked out nonetheless. 
| wasn't gonna slit my wrists.” 

"Great. You were just going to cut yourself. It's supposed to make me feel better?" 
Alexi wiped his eyes with his free hand, not wanting Janne to see him cry. 

"How did you come in?" 

| had your spare key with me. Why didn't you reply to my texts?" 


Alexi didn't understand the question. Then he realized that he had never sent any reply when his bandmate had 


asked him if he wanted him to come over. 

Janne let go of Alexis wrist and swiftly picked up the blade that had fallen on the floor. He stood up and saw 
the box on the side of the sink with the other two blades in it. He carefully put the blade in and closed it 
before putting it in his jeans front pocket. 

Alexi saw him do it and was about to protest but Janne didn't leave him any opportunity to speak. 

"Just... Don't even say a thing." 

Janne was normally not the bossy type so the comment and his dry tone had the desired effect of shutting 
up the guitarist, which was a major achievement considering that Alexi always tried to have the last word 


when they were arguing. 


Alexi looked aside, not wanting to feel Janne's burning gaze on him, and got back on his feet. He was barely up 


and trying to find something to say when Janne grabbed him and took him in his arms for an unexpected bear 


hug. 


"I know what she meant to you but nothing is worth hurting yourself like that. Just fucking stop that stuff. 
Don't go there anymore, Allu." 


The keyboardist's words were spoken softly but he was dead serious. Alexi was ashamed to have scared his 
friend but it felt good to hear that someone cared. 


"Don't tell the others, promise?" Alexi asked as he wiggled his way out of his bandmate's embrace. 

Janne nodded. 

‘| was about to go and take a shower." 

"lll be in the living room," Janne replied. 

The rest of the afternoon and evening flew by with Alexi showing to Janne all his latest guitar riffs and ideas, 
what he had put together at the cabin the day before and what he was inspired for that day. Both men 
carefully avoided to allude to the incident in the bathroom and the tension had gradually melted away. Janne 
wasn't sure not talking about it was the right thing to do but it seemed to be better to go about it the way 
Alexi felt comfortable. He would just need to be careful and keep an eye on his best friend a little more than 
usual for the next few months. 

Alexi had been abnormally sober that evening. They had drunk a few beers and Alexi smoked a few cigarettes 
only. He looked relaxed and for Janne it was hard to understand how his mind had been switching from self- 
harm mood to his normal and casual-self. The keyboardist was far from being a psychology expert but he 


could feel when Alexi was getting better as the evening progressed. 


While there were sitting on the sofa and had just finished watching reruns of an old comedy show, Alexi took 


the remote and turned off the television 
"You know, | think l'm fucking done with women," he announced to Janne. 

"Yeah?" 

"Fuck, yes. | should try guys. | understand guys. Guys are not complicated. That'd be easier" 
Janne shook his head and looked at him with a smirk 

"So you wanna switch teams?" 


"Can't be that bad. Do you know any guy you can hook me up with?" 


The keyboardist frowned. 

"Why do you ask looking at me like that?" 

Alexi leaned over closer and put his arm around Janne's shoulders seductively before chuckling, 

"You're not my type, don't worry.” 

"cause you have a type already?,” Janne deadpanned, pushing Alexi away. 

"No, but.. | know what | don't want," Alexi replied with a shit-eating grin 

"Thanks, you're a real treat, you know that?" 

"So... You know anyone?" 

Janne smiled inside. He was happy to see his friend goof around. He was sure Alexi was joking about the whole 
thing, of course, but he was nevertheless seriously trying to think if he knew anyone he could introduce to 
Alexi, just for fun. Oh, yeah, that'd be fun to prank him at his own game and organize a blind date with a guy 
for him and see how he would get out of that one. 

| have a cousin who's gay and single but he lives up north." 

Alexi pretended to be interested. 

"How far north?" 

"I5 kilometers north of Rovaniemi. He has a tourism business with sled dogs and stuff like that" 

"Didn't know there was civilization north of Rovaniemi," Alexi joked. 

"| didn't say there's civilization, but there's my cousin" 

Alexi pensively rubbed his chin with his index and thumb. 

"A country boy, huh? .. That would do for a change." 

"Sure, but | don't think you'd be his type." 


"And why the fuck not?" 


"You wear nail polish and eyeliner.” 


"And?" 
"My cousin probably wrestles reindeers in his spare time. | think he would say you look too much like a girl." 


"| don't look like a girll," Alexi exclaimed with his best outraged face before losing it and doubling over in 


laughter at Janne's earnest efforts to find him a date. 


It was getting late and Alexi was feeling good enough to go to bed. Janne told him he'd stay overnight and the 
guitarist didn't ask why. They both knew why. 


Half an hour later, Janne was sleeping sprawled across the couch. The second bedroom in Alexi's apartment 
was packed with guitar material and other music gear and boxes full of things, leaving no access what used to 
be a spare bed. The other solution would have been for Janne to sleep with Alexi in his bedroom but given the 
choice, the keyboardist preferred the less comfortable option which had the advantage of being in the dark. 
There was no way he would fall asleep he if he had to lie next to his ever so glowing guitarist. 


Alexi was also deep asleep but in his own bed. He had been sleeping for a few hours when the green fairy 
appeared in his bedroom. She looked around the room and went to the open window which was letting fresh 
summer night air in and looked at the city view from the upper floor where Alexi's apartment was located. She 
turned around and checked the photos and posters that were hanging on the walls. She didn't know the bands 
or people she saw in the pictures, apart from a couple of smaller photos where she recognized Alexi. When 
she was done touring the bedroom, she knelt down next to one of the guitars that Alexi had been playing with 
in the afternoon. She closed her eyes and let her fingers graze along the back of the guitar neck before 
touching the strings. She heard what Alexi had been playing in the afternoon. She smiled and nodded, satisfied 
to hear what Alexi had composed with the powers of her inspiration. 


She was rarely hanging around humans for no reasons but the case of Alexi intrigued her. She was not often 
meeting talented and angry artists who would push her away. She realized that if Alexi wanted more than just 
kiss her that other night, there was also something that had been holding him back and annoyed him. 

She approached the bed again and sat on the side pushing Alexi's hair out of his face to look at him sleeping. 
Although she meant it as a light stroke, the fairy's hand gesture woke Alexi up. At least he thought he did 
wake up but since the first thing he saw when he opened his eyes was the green girl, he concluded he must 


have still been sleeping. 


"Fucking stop making me dream of her." he mumbled before turning to the other side of the bed and burying 
his face on the pillow next to his. 


‘It's not a dream," the fairy said. 


Alexi froze. He turned around and lay on his back. 


"When are you gonna quit stalking me?," Alexi asked. 


He meant to yell a little for emphasizing his point but he refrained from it last minute since Janne was 


sleeping next door. 

The fairy girl didn't even pay attention to Alexi's remark. 

"Why do you sleep alone?" 

"What?" 

"Where is your wife?,” the fairy asked. 

Alexi took a deep breath to try to keep calm and not scream. 

"She no longer lives here." 

The fairy paused for a moment, as if she was processing the information and connecting the dots. 

"She's no longer your wife?" 

"Something like that" 

The fairy girl scooted closer to the guitarist but stopped a few inches away from Alexi, remembering how 
upset he was when she had first tried to do anything with him two nights ago in the cabin. This time, though, 
Alexi didn't push her away or look mad. He just eyed her up and down and sat up a little with his back against 


the headboard, waiting to see what would happen next - or what unexpected and downright embarrassing 


question the girl would ask him. 


She didn't ask anything this time. Instead she climbed on top of him. Of course, she had to. She was the cuddly 
type, that much he remembered.. 


‘| heard what you played and composed. It's pretty good," she said softly. 
"When? You were here this afternoon?" 
"No, | just had to touch your guitar to hear the music in my mind" 


Alexi wondered why he couldn't have caught that kind of cool gift instead of something as ridiculous as glowing 


in the dark. 


The girl gazed into Alexis eyes and ran her hands up and down Alexi's shoulders and arms. Since he didn't 


seem to resist or protest, she leaned forward and planted a long and soft kiss on his mouth. 


La Fée 
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Alexi grabbed the fairy girl by the waist and rolled over her, not happy to have been caught off guard - even 
if he couldn't totally deny he liked her playful ways - and certainly not wanting to let it show. 


He broke the kiss and licked his lips right after, trying to find the absinthe taste again 
‘It's different than last time.. When you kissed me." 

"What's different?" 

"Don't know... But | can't taste the alcohol or the drink.” 


"You don't need alcohol or inspiration anymore. You've had plenty of both already," the fairy replied "You don't 
like me without alcohol?" 


"Not what | meant." 


Alexi lowered himself and kissed her again. There was no trace of alcohol in her mouth but the taste of her 


lips was still intoxicating. 
"What is it? What you taste like now." 
"Angelica archangelica. |ts a plant." 


The guitarist had no idea what the plant was or looked like nor did he care much. All he cared was that this 


weird hot fairy girl sneaked into his bedroom and she tasted like heaven, with or without alcohol mixed-in. 


"It's a bit of a magic plant,” the fairy continued. 


She pushed herself up and shoved Alexi down on his back. The guitarist didn't oppose much resistance. He 
seemed to vaguely remember she liked to be on top in the cabin when they were fooling around on the couch. 


"Magic? Like a drug?" 

The fairy girl leaned forward further and her long hair brushed over Alexi's chest and face. 
"No... It's a healing plant. It does good things only." 

He could feel the heat of her body as it was gently pressing against his. 

| can do good things to you too, if you let me." 

"Yeah?" 


"Alexi Laiho." the fairy whispered his name and just lightly brushed her lips against his mouth. "Kiss me all 


you want.. The angelica will heighten your senses... Its gonna be really nice...” 
The fairy's hand traveled down Alexi's body and caressed his crotch. He was almost rock hard already. 


It was starting to feel even better than his last dream and he wanted to say something or ask something but 
he was transfixed and couldn't look away or find anything smart to tell her. Obviously his last few years of 
marriage had put him completely out of practice with one-night stands and talking to girls while in bed. What 
were you supposed to say when you were naked in bed with a girl that makes you hard just by saying your 


name and wants to fuck and has some kind of magic powers? 

In a rare moment of common sense, Alexi also suddenly wondered whether he'd have to use protections with 
her - although now he was thinking of this, he probably didn't have any condoms at home. Could he catch 
anything from sleeping with this green fairy girl besides poison ivy perhaps? Or worse, did he have to worry 
to knock her up? Could that happen? The last thing he needed right now was the fairy showing up again in nine 
months with a fairy baby that would likely be glowing in the dark too, just like his or her father. 


"Is it safe for me to...?" 


Alexi didn't manage to formulate a coherent question and just looked expectantly at the fairy, hoping she'd 
figure out what he meant. 


"You mean whether l'm toxic?,” the fairy wondered. 


If this was a Japanese anime, a big 3D question mark sign would have appeared above Alexi's head. 


"What?" 


‘Im flavored with plants, like the drink, but they aren't toxic. You can lick my skin," she said reassuringly. 
"Good to know. Not what | meant though." 


The fairy girl moved away from Alexi for a few seconds and sat up. She took off her dress and threw it 


behind her on the floor. 
"What did you mean?" 


The guitarist gave up on trying to think straight when he looked up at the naked fairy straddling him and ran 
his hand up her stomach all the way to her breast. 


"Nothing, l.. Oh, fuck it.. What the hell anyway...” 


Alexi opened his eyes, not really sure if he had dozed off for a while or just rested for a few minutes after 

he had come again, his whole body now too overly sensitive to be able to take any further contact or a fourth 
round of mind-blowing sex. Sure, he was young and sex deprived lately and she was hot as fuck and undeniably 
skilled at driving guys crazy in bed but he was now feeling like he was melting in-between the sheets and even 


lifting his little finger was too much. Sex with a fairy was worth it but exhausting. 


It was likely that the plant the fairy had mentioned when they kissed earlier in the night had been working 
some subtle magic on him while he had been kissing and licking her body because the guitarist felt all his 
senses had been way more acute than normal. Touching the fairy's skin had been like caressing silk and almost 
hearing a swishing sound as he'd touch it. Hearing her sigh under his thrusts had been like feeling the soft 
purring sounds actually glide and tickle him inside his ears. He thought he had seen undulating whiffs of her 
herbal scent crash like waves against his body each time she'd writhed and moved under or above him. It had 
been beyond hallucinating, more like experiencing things he couldn't see but that his body could obviously 


perceive. 

The lights were turned off in the bedroom. Alexi's glow was enough to ensure he could see everything around 
in a greenish halo that contrasted with the crisp whiter glow that the fairy's body was still emitting. The 
guitarist had been surprised when he saw that her skin had started to shine as he was fucking her but the 
fairy girl had told him not to worry as it was simply a side effect that would occur when she would get off. 
Her glow was however fading already. 

"IFs going away," Alexi said as he caressed the small of her back and the curve of her ass. 


"I know.. But | still feel good, don't worry.” 


The fairy was lying on her stomach and looking at Alexi. 


"You're ok?" 
"| feel tired and weird but apart from that... Fucking awesome." 
Itll go away.. The hyper sensitivity. You'll feel normal again in a few hours.” 


The guitarist smiled thinking he was never feeling normal, but that was another story and not something he 


wanted to chat about now. 


An instant later, the fairy girl was sitting on the side of the bed, clumsily combing her long hair back in place. 
She stood up silently and tiptoed away. 


"Where are you going?" 
The girl turned around, surprised to see that Alexi hadn't fallen asleep yet. 
"| have work to do, spread inspiration and mess with artists’ minds." 


Alexi figured it must have been almost morning now but he definitely didn't want to see her go so soon He 


moved on the left of the bed and freed some more room next to him. 

"Stay for the rest of the night 

"In bed?" 

"Huh... Yeah." 

He was about to ask where else but decided not to. She was oddly unfamiliar with certain human ways for a 
creature that was supposed to be around and inspire humans, Alexi thought, but maybe she was just a 
socially awkward sex goddess fairy. Who was he to judge? 

"Ok... If you want. But | don't sleep. | mean fairies don't need to sleep. So what do you want me to do?" 

The guitarist thought of a few more things he would have liked her to do - again - but he was definitely too 
exhausted for those. Still he didn't feel like letting her go either. He hadn't been sleeping with a girl in his arms 
since quite a while and at that moment, it seemed like a pretty appealing way to finish the night. 

"Nothing, just.. Stay in bed with me." 


The fairly girl came back towards the bed. As she did, she spotted something on the floor. 


"Is it your band?," the fairy asked as she picked up one of Alexi's Children of Bodom's cut-out t-shirts. 


"Yes." 


The fairy inspected the design closely. She put it on even if the black t-shirt was a bit too large and too long 
on her. She sat back on the bed next to Alexi. 


"Do | look good in it?" 


Alexi reached out to pull her hair out of the t-shirt neck line. She had a killer body but he kind of found that 


she was looking even hotter wearing his t-shirt. 

"Yeah... Looks really good on you. Keep it" 

"Thank you." 

"No, thank you for rocking my world so fucking unbelievably tonight.” 
The fairy looked confused. 

"What does that mean?" 

‘It means you're very good when it comes to sex." 

"Oh, ok," the fairy smiled. 

"Come here." 


Alexi took the fairy in his arms. He nestled his face against her neck and let one of his hands slide down her 
back and then up under the t-shirt she was still wearing. 


"ll be gone when you wake up," the fairy said. 


"But for now you're here," the guitarist replied before closing his eyes and falling asleep almost immediately. 


Janne was used to see Alexi get up late but it was almost noon and they hadn't gone to bed that late the 
night before. Yet, the guitarist still hadn't stepped out of his bedroom. Janne was bored all by himself and soon 
he would have to leave to get to an appointment he had in the city. He went into the kitchen and poured a hot 
mug of black coffee for his bandmate. He knocked on Alexis bedroom door but since he didn't hear any reply, 


he went in. 


The guitarist was sound asleep, curled up on his side. Janne put the steaming hot mug of coffee on the bedside 


table next to Alexis phone and took a sip from his own cup. He leaned back against the bedroom wall. 


"Allu... It's past lunchtime. You should be up." 

There was no reaction from the guitarist. 

Janne approached Alexi's bed and nudged him on the shoulder. 

"Come on, man.. It's late and | have to leave soon" 

Alexi stirred and vaguely mumbled something which Janne didn't understand. 

The keyboardist still had one ace in his sleeve to try to get Alexi out of bed 

‘Kim's here and she wants to talk to you," he said, a little louder than necessary, on purpose. 
Alexi turned on his back and opened his eyes, looking sleepily worried. 

"Oh, shit! No.. When did she arrive?" 


Janne took another sip from his coffee, amazed at how predictable Alexi could sometimes be - or perhaps he 


just knew him that well by now. He looked down at his bandmate. 

‘It's a joke, man. No Kim around but | was getting pretty bored with you sleeping all day long," 

Alexi was awake but his sense of humor wasn't. 

"You're an asshole." 

I'm not. | brought you fresh coffee," Janne replied pointing at the mug on his bedside table. 

Alexi fell back on the mattress and sighed. 

"So what's with you and sleeping that long? You slept more than ten hours. Are you ok?" 

‘Im fine... | guess | need to catch-up on sleep.. I'm fucking fine, don't worry.” 

A smile crept up on Alexi's face. This time, he knew it hadn't been a dream, and he had probably slept only 
four or five hours. He remembered falling asleep with the fairy girl and he remembered she said she would 


disappear before he'd wake up. 


"You look much better than yesterday by the way. So | have stuff to do I'll get going now but | didn't want to 


leave before you were up. I'll call you tonight, ok? You can come over to my place for a change." 


Alexi nodded distractedly as he looked at the ceiling. 


Janne was about to leave his room when he saw something shiny and green on the floor next to the bed. He 


bent down and picked it up. 
"What is that?," Janne asked. 
"What?" 


The keyboardist checked what he had just found on the floor. 


"You tell me. ‘cause unless you decided to give cross-dressing a try in the middle of the night yesterday, how 
do you explain that?," Janne asked as he threw the piece of fabric at Alexi. 


The guitarist sat back in bed and looked at what had just landed on his lap. He picked up what Janne had 
thrown at him. As he unbundled the fabric, it became obvious that it was a small and short green dress which 
looked strangely familiar. A quick snapshot from last night with the fairy girl on top of him taking off her 
dress flashed through Alexi's brain. How would he explain that to Janne now? 

"Any idea how that ended up in your bedroom?" 

"No fucking clue." 


"No clue? Really?," Janne insisted. 


"l. | don't know. Maybe it's an old dress from Kim that she forgot when she packed her stuff. Must have 


fallen there, somewhere." 
Janne walked up to him and took the very small size garment by its spaghetti straps and cocked an eyebrow. 
"No offense to your future ex-wife, dude, but Kim would never fit in that stuff” 


Alexi looked at his keyboardist and snatched the dress away from his hands. He stuffed it under his pillow, 


away from Janne's inquisitive look. 

"Didn't you just say you had to go some place?" 

"Yes, | have to go. But something's weird here. Not sure what but.. There's something." 
The guitarist looked back at Janne with his best poker face. 


"Ok, | admit. It's the green fairy's dress. She came here last night and we fucked like crazy and she must have 
forgotten her dress when she left." 


"She left naked?" 
"No, she took one of my t-shirts." 


"Yeah, right.. It all makes sense now. Good one, Allu. You should make a song out of that story, or try it with 
Henkka. He might actually believe you." 


Janne shrugged and walked out while Alexi turned around and lay back in bed with a big smile. He could 


definitely do with a few more hours of sleep and some alone time to think about last night again. 


